
P RO LOG V E. 

N Eiv playes,and ijlfaydcfth cuds, are nearea kin, 
Much follow'd both, for both much monygJ n> 
l r *bz‘i (l-irid fund, and well, : And a good Pity 
(White modefi Sceanes blufh on hie marriage day, 
iMndlhdc to loo fe his honour) is like htr 
That after holy Tye,andfir(l nights [hr ~ 

Tet (till is Modejlie, and fill retames 
More of the maid to fight, than Husbands fames v 
We pray our Play may befo ; For lam Jure 
It has a noble Breeder, arid a pure, 

A learned, and a Poet never went 

More famous ycttwixt Poandfilver Trent. 

Chaucer (of all admir'd) the Story gives. 

There confant to Eternity it lives ; 

If we let fall the N obleneffe oft his , 

And the frfi found this chifdheare,be a hiffe. 

How will it Jhake the bones of that good, man. 

And make him cry from under ground, Of an 
From me the witles chafe of fucha wfi^tefhfm 
That blades my Bayes, and my fam d workes makes 
Then Robin Hood ? This is the fear e we bring } 

For to fay Truth jt were an endlefe thing , 

And too ambitious to afpirc to him ; 

Weakens weare,andalmofl breath lefefwim 
In this deepe water. Do but you hold out 
Tour helping hands, and we Jh all take about, 

And fomethingdoe to five us : You fh all hear e 
Sceanes though below his Art,may yet appeare 
Worth two houres fravell.Tohis bones fweetj j> 
Content to you. if this play doe not keepc, 

A little dulltime from us,wepcrceave 
Our lojfes fall fo thickest muft needs ^ 



The Two Noble 


Kinfmen. 


Attus Primus. 


gnter Hymen with a T orch burning : alloy, in awhile 
Rcte before finging,and firewing Flowres ; After Hymen, 
a flimfh.encomfafi in her Trejfes, bearing a unbeaten gar- 
land. Then Tfecfcus hetweene two other Tfimphs with 
vheaten Chaplets on their heades. Then Hipolita the 'Bride, 
Uadh Thefeus, and another holding a Garland over her 
bead(her Trejfes likewife hanging . ) After her Emilia hol- 
ding up her Traine. 

The Song, Mufikf. ■ 

Ofes their JbarpefriUes being gon, 

2 got royallin thetr fmtls alone , 

Bat ui their hew. 

Maiden Pinches, of odour faint , 
dazies fmel-lejfe,yet moft quaint 
And fweet T ime true. 

Irim-rofe firfi borne ,childof Ter, 

Merry Springtimes Herbinger, 

With her be Is dimme. 

Qxlips, in their Cradles growing, 

KMary~golds,on death beds blowing* 

Lnrkcfheelestrymme « ' r *g 
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